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7ARRY ON THE ICE. 


’Ow’s Eighty-nine serving you? Fust time I’ve wrote yer this year. 
It’s a pelting like fun as I start, and we’re in for a d , I fear. 
Skates to-day seems as useless as snow-shoes ; I’ve only ’ad mine on me twice, 
But I do want to tip yer the tale of the gammock I had on the hice. 


The year began topping, dear pal, though old blokes as would doss in a bog 
ag ham as "twas aa warm, did complain of the frost and the fog. 

Fog and frost! The ol fonophs ma ble along o’ the cold and the dark 
But they do me a treat. o wants Tight when you’re out for a lapand a lark ? 
Ony wish as they ’d stay a mite longer, 

more ikler, old pal. 

That’s the wust of ourclimate, confound 
“<j it! It’s jest likea party youne gal, 
* » On the shift and i pee Sonne 
re ’ Ard) our 0 out o . 
“S. When 7 ga a as wos stone in th 
— at night is all slither and 


Dear CHARLIE, 


I don’t lose no time I essure you; as 


, ~~ + the wet dy 
’m down to par’ e@ & popgun; 
it’s sure to be tidy good biz. 


ey If yer carn’t mount irons, m 
|  pippin, and go fora fair rattle round, 
ere is sure to be some barney on if 
there’s mivvies and mugs on the 
ground. 

Oh, the mugs and the mivvies, dear 
ék, Cuarire! Wot would life be wuth 
; without them ? took ’Em. 
to hus snide ’uns. I went to Hyde Park and 





gives s 
You know little "Em of the Boro’ ; as smart as they make ’em she is, 
And I don’t know a dashinger ’and at a ’op and a bottle of fizz. 


Couldn’t skate, so I hoffered to learn her; in course she wos on like a shot ; 
You trust ’er, old man; she knows ’Arry, and twigs that he’s up to wot’s wot. 


It is sech as 


Pooty foot, too, she ’as, and no error; I tell yer it fair did me proud, (crowd. 
When I screw’d on the steels to them trotters, and steered her along through the 


I'd been the day prevyus, but, bless you, the Bobbies was then on the ramp, 
And the trees was all "ung with ‘ Prohibits,” the hice bein’ thin-like and damp. 
“Ware, oh!” wos the ery; but we worked ’em, mate, me and jest twoor three 


more, 
Till the hice-men wos reglar at sea, and the crushers went dotty ashore. 


We dodged ’em, we did ducks and drakes with big stones as went skidding along, 
And hashed one or two gals on the hankles. In course this wos rorty and wrong ; 
But the fun of it, C#ancre, the fun of it! Lor’, I did laugh fit to crack, 

When I shied a big chunk at a hice-hole, and caught a old bloke in the back. 


He ’owled and went down like a hegg, and the crushers was soon on the nick, 
But A 1 ain’t a sprinter, and ’Arry for Bossy’s a trifle too quick. : 

So we kep up the barney, dear boy, till the ice-men and slops wos that riled 
That they pooty nigh bust, and the ice, so the papers all spluttered, wos spiled. 


Spiled! We didn’t find it so, CHantre, not me and ’Em Bares didn’t ; no, 

Bit rough and cut-up round the edge; but we chanced it, and didn’t we go ? 
"Em wos jest a bit sprawly, in course, and we sometimes came down with a run. 
But who cares for a cropper or two? Wy, the gals think it arf of the fun! 


We cannoned a pair of rare toffs, fur and feathers, mate, quite ah lah Roose ! 
We wos all in a pile on the hice, and the swell he let hout like the doose. 

But his sable-trimmed pardner, a topper, with tootsies so tiny, dear boy, 

Well I do not believe she arf minded, a spill is a thing gals enjoy. 

“Old hup, Miss,” I sez; ‘‘no’arm done: it’s all right hup to now, don’tcher 


now, 
And she tipped me a look from her lamps, as was sparklers and fair in a glow. 
If she didn’t admire me—well, there, Axky don’t want to gas, but "Em Bares 
Got the needle tremenjus, I tell yer, and threatened to take orf the skates. 


I soon smoothed ’er feathers down, Caartiz. But, oh! the rum look and 
the smile 

As os . one tipped me each time as we passed. She’d a heye for 
rue style, 

She 'ad, and no error. Lor’, bless yer, the right sort they knows the right sort, 

And that’s wy I ’old as Park-skating ’s a proper Socierty sport. 

Helps the great Modern Mix, my dear feller. You know Anny ain’t a low Kad. 

And if there is one thing I ’ate like bad whiskey, old man, it’s a Cad. 

All your levellers ought to be squelched. Skilly round is the biggest of hums, 

But the dough in Society’s Cake’s getting more and more mixed with the plums. 


They ain’t all at top, not the plums ain’t ; it’s stirabout now, my dear boy, 
Con gent who ain’t flush with the ochre, yet knows ’ow to tog and enjoy, 
;ourts and Clubs, big Ball uees, ancetrer, ain’t no call to look down on him 





Cos he ’s one on ’em, CHARLIE, at art, though he mayn’t ’ave shoved into their 
swim. 








Suppose J struck ile or nicked nitrates! 
the swells would soon find 

I wos born for their Mix, dear old pal, me and them being 
all of a mind. round on the skates, 

Then me and that sparkler in sables might do a waltz 

Though at present I ’ave to put up with grey Astrykan 
cuffs and ’Em Bares. 


Well, my turn may come, mate, who knows? There's 
lots like me now come out top row; 

Of course the thor bunnicked the hice hup afore we 'ad 
‘ada fe. . ; {will carry 

Howsomever, the Winter ain’t over; as soon as a kid it 

The very fust ones on, you bet, will be Em, and yours, 
bobbishly, * ARRY, 


Lor bless yer, 


BIG GUNS AND LITTLE ONES. 


Scene—Mr. Puncn’s Sanctum. Mr. Puncn discovered 
reading the Speech of Lord Wotseey at the Prize 
Dist ion of the Artists’ Rifles (Volunteers), Enter 
to him the Adjutant-General. 


Adjutant-General (saluting). Trust you are satisfied 
with my little speech, Commander-in-Chief- ing- 
in-Chief. 

Mr. Punch. Hum! Flowery as usual. Not quite up 
to the mark, perhaps, of those wonderful manifestoes 
you used to send from Egypt, my Lord. 

A, G. Well, Sir, you see they were so much better 
done subsequently by Mr. London County Councillor 
Aveustus Harris, that I thought it as well to discon- 
tinuethem. But what did you think, Sir, of my reference 
to the step we are taking in the right direction ? 

Mr. P. What, getting new swords and bayonets ready, 
to supply the place of those that broke at Suakin ’ 

A, G. (confusedly). No, Sir, 1 don’t think I touched 
upon that matter. (Regaining his habitual self-confi- 
dence). No, I alluded to the offer that has been made to 
the Volunteer Artillery of two hundred and fifty-two 
field-guns, 

Mr. P. Pardon me, my Lord—but gammon! Call 
that a move in the right direction, why they are all of an 
obsolete pattern ? 

A. G. But still they will be useful for drill. 

Mr. P. And the Volunteers, in exchange for these 
old-fashioned muzzle-loaders, are to return into store the 
40-pounder rifled breech-loaders they already possess ! 
A nice arrangement truly! How are the gunners to learn 
their breech-loading drill ? 

A, G. (vaguely). By joining Schools of Instruction or 
something. 

Mr. P. Come, come, my Lord, you are too sensible to 
mean what you say. As a matter of fact only officers 
are entitled to attend the schools. And how many (non- 
coms. commissioned combined) can afford the time ’ 

A. G. (shifting his ground). Well, Sir, at any rate, 
it’s introducing a novelty. 

Mr. P. It hasn’t even that questionable merit. There 
were numerous Volunteer Field Brigades (one of the best 
was the 3rd Middlesex Artillery) until the War Office 
took it into (what it is pleased to call) its head to break 


em up. 
A, @. Well, Sir, as I suppose, we shall have to submit 
to you, in the jong run, what would you advise ? 

r. P. I advise nothing! I order that the obsolete 
guns be returned into store, and that ones of the latest 
pattern with all the most recent improvements be served 
out to the Volunteers in their stead. 

A, G. (grumpily). Anything else, Sir ? 
Mr. P. Why, yes. Just see that the Keserve of 
Officers (that most useful body of men) are properly 


treated. After a man has served twenty years, grant 
him a step of brevet rank. It is y ye. The 
auxiliary Forces have this advantage, why not the 


er 
A, G. (making « note in his book), Certainly, Sir. 
Yes, Sir. I will see that your suggestion is carried out. 
" 7 Wh . I b Bo Lord 
ye , yes. I am busy. you, my , 
can go! (Lord ‘Wotsetey salutes and exit, while Mr. 
Punch gives his mind to matters of more serious import, 








A sprciaL Costume has been designed for the Lady- 
Alderman—it is called the Aldermantle. 
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MAMMONITE THRIFT! OP, THE HEROD OF OUR DAYS. 
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r. Punch, “ Estimates! Yes, BUT THERE'S SOMETHING FURTHER FOR YOU TO LOOK AFTER, Ma. Suira—rtue Surrivs Porvutartion ! 


“W = a Mammonite mother kills her babe for a burial-fee, 
And Timour-Mammon grins on a pile of children’s bones.” 
Tennyson's ** Maud.”’ 

“ The strongest statement in favour of infant insurance is that it encou- 
rages thrift.”—Mr. Braxton- Hicks on “ Infantile Insurance.” 

“ It is clear, he remarks, that to allow a poor parent to effect an insurance 
on his child’s life gives him a direct interest in its death.””— The *‘ Times" on 
Mr. Braxton-Hicks's Letter. 

*“* Tuerrt, thrift!” Oh, convenient Death ! 

Wise counsel he whispereth under his breath 
Into pitiful poverty’s ear! 

Poverty makes even parentage keen 

At catching his sinister hints. ‘Tis a scene 


For a new Danse Macabre ; that bald bony nowl 
Crape-canopied craftily set ‘cheek- by- ted 

With the conscienceless vassal of 
** Thrift, thrift!”’ It is surely the last subtle shift 
Of the Spectre to pose as a preacher of Thrift! 


True, Mammon and Mors have been ever allies ; 
But here is a scene that might almost surprise 
The Moloch for whom they both cater. 

The cynical grin of the fiend of the flame 
Might melt to a look of compassionate came 
At sight of the Golden God’s last little gam: 

hich should bring a hot blush to a Satyr. 
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“NOT NEGOTIABLE!” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 8i 


Impecunious Lodger, ‘‘ Jemima, DID You ASK Mas, MaGGLes WHETHER sHE WOULD TAKE My I, O. U. ror THis QuarTer’s Rent, 


as 1'’M RATHER 





Maid of All Work. ‘Yes, Sin, AND SHE SAY SHE Won't, Sin, NOT IF YOU WAS TO HOFFER "ER THE "OLE Havpuasir!” 








TO CHLOE. 


To have some more Supper. 


I ask not again to encircle that waist, 
Though prettier never a girdle has 


The youth in a velvet of willow-leaf hue 

} ing Hussar in his medals and blue ; 
Like pattern in paper on waiting-room wall, 
— Ca of the billows, that rise as they 


That our feet in the fetters of rhythmical bars | Love’s fancies in oie pean advance, 


| May twinkle together, like hide-and-seek 

stars ; 

I look not again for the flash on thy cheek, 

The eyes that of mystical maidenhood speak, 

The rabblesome sunlight of clustering curls, 

And he dancing delight of the dearest of 
gris ; 

I seek not to bind you for waltzes far on, 

When one, or the other, or both, may tak pw 

Nor to throw others over, with falseh and 


in,— 
But Yet us, my fair one, have supper again. 


Should I slip in alone 1 should quail at the eye 
Of the waiter who served me with turkey and 


|}. ple fare 
Who plenished my plate with the choicest of 
And filled up ~y Gow with assiduous care. 
jut happy and bold with a chivalrous grace, 
With you for my object I ’ll make for a place. 
I do not desire you to drink or to eat, [sweet, 
Coquette with the Clicquot, or toy with a 
But I, gentle lady, with might and with main, 
Will really and truly have supper again. 


Then leave we the Arabs, Venetians, and Japs, 
The satin-skinned beauties in charity caps, 
The tricksy young pinafored creatures in 
socks, — ’ aan 
And the slim seintillations of ankles and 
The sweet fishermaid from some myrtle clad 


coast, 
The statue diviner than sculpture can boast. 





| But supper stands firm in the swirlof thedance. 
For you and for me in the wonderful crowd 
| Nay, let us confess it, some fancy cries loud, 
| And the swoop of the music, like gales of the 
. oe tid i 
| Brings tidings of summer to come on its wing. 
But I find that the costume of Francis THE 
Develops inordinate hunger and thirst ; [ First 
So seek we the supper-room. silent and cool, 
With the Bandit and Milkmaid, the Fairy and 


And list to the soul-racking music unmoved, 
And eat unmolested, and laugh unreproved. 
For the world it is weary, and true-love is vain, 
So let us, I pray you, have supper again. 








POLITICS FOR SCHOOL-GIRLS. 

Tue following appears in the Daily News: — 

OVERNESS, dismissed from Conservative 
clergyman’s family for her Gladstonian views, 
desires the assistance of her party in getting 
SITUATION as COMPANION, or to teach young 
children, immediately. 

Undoubtedly this is a case for the considera- 
tion of Mr. Grapstone. In the same vey had 
the lady been dismi from a Liberal clergy- 
man’s lamily on account of her Salisburian 
notions, the matter should have received the 
immediate attention of Lord Satispury. At 





the same time, we object to any Governess 





having ‘‘ views,” and we deprecate the intro- 
duction of politics into the schoolroom. If 
this kind of thing were allowed to go on, poor 
PATERFAMILIAS would never have a moment's 
—y When he sought the quiet of his 

e he would be made miserable by the 
“views” of rosy Radicals or gleesome 
Gladstonians; he would be annoyed by the 
orations of Home-rulers in home-spun, 
Tories in tailor-made frocks, Liberals in lace, 
Conservatives in crinoline, Socialists in short 
petticoats, and Fenians in frills. In fact, he 
would find the house divided in most un- 
parliamentary fashion. 


A DIGNITARY ON DANCING. 


Tue Bishop of Beprorp is willing 
That girls for Terpsichore thrilling 
join ina“ oe od 
uch as bigots would stop— 
Bilious duffers! Bravo, Bishop Brine ! 


Nay, more ; this most sensible Bishop 
Knowing innocent girlhood will wish hop, 
ould lead off the dance 
If he had a fair chance ! 
Bigots will not find custom at his shop! 


But, oh! won’t these bigots just fish u 
Complaints, and a scan : mag : soon dish up 
Against kindly Bitte ? 
But Punch bets a shilling 
Good Christians will back up the Bishop. 


Sour faces at this will be screwing, 
But dancing does not mean undoing. 
** Saints” given to curse 
Blameless joys, may do worse 
Than smile upon Br.tiseo—and Cooing ! 
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ALL IN PLAY. 
Dean Ma. Powcn, 


Wuew | learned that it was your desire that I should, so to 
speak, sample the London Thea’ not only for the benefit of the 
Metropolitan Public, but for the information of the greater part of 


C\ CUABACTERS " GOOD OLD TIMES Aah / 


* Good Old Blood and Thunder.” 


the civilised world (always ‘‘ coming to town”), I was delighted, as 
I knew I should at length have an opportunity of seeing Mr. WILson 
BakRETT once more in a romantic character. This pleasin —— 
is, in my opinion, at his best as a persecuted hero of Mel . 
I admit that some like his Hamlet (which certainly is a creation that 
would not be considered incongruous in the Tottenham Court Road), 
while others, I confess, find more pathos in his Claudian, than in 
all the “serious moments” of Mr. Tootz in Paw Claudian (good as 
that popular gentleman is in the character) put together. For all 
that, personally, I | pe Mr. Wiisow Barrert in some such imper- 
sonation as John Langley in Good Old Times, than in any other. 
It is delightful to hear him declaiming, in the centre of the stage, 
the noblest sentiments. It is magnificent to find him brave but 
luckless during three-fourths of a piece, to come out braver than 
ever and overwhelmed with good fortune in the last quarter. In 
Good Old Times (I did not quite understand the title, but fancy it 
may be meant as a subtle compliment to the “‘ leading journal,” 
when | suggest that Good Old Punch would be better), Mr. WiLson 
Barnett is a Sheriff of Cumberland, who has a mad clergyman 
known as *‘ Parson Langley” (this is the only way I can account for 
this strange ecclesiastic being seemingly dispossessed of his property 
by his own son, and certainly wearing the gaiters of a bishop) for a 
father. As Sheriff, he has married Miss Eastrtaxe, who, for some 
reason or other, shirks meeting the murderer of her father,—a 
murderer who also happens to be her lover, and who has concealed 
his identity under an assumed name. Mr. Barrett becomes jealous 


of this former lover, when | 


he pays 
Christmas Eve (which is 
being kept festively in 
Holme Place, Derwent- 
— = two yy *y 
and a few sprigs of holly), 
but upon "Ending subse- 
ny that he (the mur- 
erer been shot by his 


(the Sheriff's) wife, oblig- | 


ingly takes the consequences 
of Miss Easrtaxke’s crime 
upon his own shoulders. 
ose consequences entail 
transportation for a series 
of years to poor Mr. Wiison 
Barrett, for life to Mr. 
Lewis WALLER (the excel- 
lent representative of the 
villanous early lover of Miss Easrtaxe), and expatriation to Miss 
EastLake herself. The consequences further entail scenes in a convict 
settlement, a long panorama, a serio-comic savage, a wholly humorous 
colonial el an, and several sketches of low cockney life. Here let 
me say that I have discarded the names of the dramatis , an 
kept to those of the performers, as the easiest means of identification. 
To the last I was in doubt about the real title of the heroine, and I 
fancy had the matter been brought before the learned President of 
the Probate Division of the High Court of Justice, that his Lordship 
would have been equally puzzled. Perhaps the most pleasing incident 


A Dangerous Situation. The Part-Author 
with his (fowling-) piece. 


him a visit on| 


| Avenue, and The Balloon at the Strand. Mr. 


in the play is where Miss Easttaxe, cleverly disguising herself as 
Maxie Awrorverre, takes her convict husband into her household 
without his discovering her identity. This is the nobler conduct on her 
as the Mr. Barrett continually carries about with 

im a gun t he handles so recklessly that it saust be the terror of 
all those within its range in the neighbourhood. In the course of 
this charming situation, Mr. Barrett laments that he (the infant in 
nestion unhappily being defunct) ‘‘ will never see his baby boy.” 
And there are few who do not join in his sorrow, as a long line of 
Langleys (with hes to match) is a prospect that offers to most 
persons a weird fascination. In the last scene the mad “ Parson” 
arrives in Tasmania (apparently with the insane idea of ca 
Miss Easttake to be ed) is united to his son, and all en 
happily. This being s0, it is ype eg that the heroine 
ceases to be Marre ANTOINETTE by her wig, and, having 
done so, becomes once again the comely Mrs. : 

I can conscientiously recommend Good Old Times to those who 
like the more ancient form of Melodrama. 


It reminded me fre- 
quently of Good Old Skelt, not to say Good Old Penny Plain and 





A Theatrical Float. (Sketched from behind the Scenes.) 


Twopence Coloured. On the first night the Panorama was a little 
sosmnenanati, and consequently it was a comfort to me to see that 
Mr, Witson Barrett (who was very much to the front in a stationary 
canoe) was accompanied by his Chaplain, as I cannot help thinking 
that it would have been an — = to this alwa —— 
Tragedian had not the presence of a Clergyman exercised a restrain- 
ing infhaenee upon what would naturally have been, under such 
trying circumstances, the bent of his eloquence. Had I in his 
Jace as part Author and leading Actor, I know that I should have 
ound great difficulty in uttering noble sentiments behind the scenes 
to the stage-carpenters. However, all’s well that ends well, and 
Good Old Times ended very well indeed. Both Mr. Wirson Barrett 
and Miss EastLake received any number of floral souvenirs—s 
demonstration which gave the former an opportunity of displaying 
once again his pluck and common sense. This time not behind, but 
before the curtain. A bouquet caught fire, and Mr. Witson Barrer 
immediately put it out with his boots. fon 39 
Of the other theatres, I may say that Nadgy is doing well at the 








A Very Cold Audience. (Suggestion for the Stalls in Mid-winter.) 


Brersoum Tree, | 
am told, has strengthened his legs in Sir John Falstaff, which were 
thought at first (by the mapeeaeens a little thin for t 

versatile Actor seems to able to accomplish everyt! 
even supply his own understudy! Pickwick is fi 
Comedy, and Macbeth is drawing enormous audiences to 


he can 
ing at the 
the Lyceum. 
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Visitors to London should go to all the theatres; because, truth to say, 
there is worth seeing in every one of them. Probably by 
the time these lines are published, the weather will be positivel 
charming. However, when I went the rounds, I found the wade 
covered with ice and eens rn ae wee ns ee 
| de rigueur. So cold was it, that it was with genuine reluctance 
| that I found myself Tae Critic From THE Hearru. 





ROBERT WITH THE COUNTY COUNCILLORS. 


| WuherHer it was quite a 








diffrent. The new _- i 
rance, for expecks 

dide't wear no butifool Be 

of Power! Im course the 

nobody paid atenshun to what 


sumbody else in his plaice, which acshally took ’em just about 2 hours, 
as 


\tho amost ewerybody was agreed that, as they were most on ’em 
Raddiels, they cosdn’t do better than have yung Lord Rossseany. 
| think as Broww must have been rong when he told me as they had 


got nineteen Aldremen among ’em, for I Xt ~ one a setting on 
their onnered bench, and he hadn’t no § Robe on, and, as has 
bin said, a Alderman without his Skarlet Robe is no ansumer than a 
live lobster. 

The butifool Counsel Chamber seemd just ubout to fit its new 
ockepants, but I opes as they won’t forget as they’re ony Quorterly 
Tennants and allreddy under notice to quit. 

I seed quite a lot of the old ritefool Owners up in the Gallery, and 
they looked on at the rayther 7 | perceedings, I think, with more 
estonishment than hadmirashun. But they had a good menny broad 
grins at the rayther noomerus mistakes as the yung Counsellors 
made, Seweral Pints of Order was called for, but, I rayther think, 
as many on ’em, judging from their thirsty looks, wood have 
preferred ordering Pints of quite a different kind. be the wery 
artiest larf of the hole arternoon was caused by the alushun of one 
Counsellor to a ‘‘Shampane Supper!’ Ah, my poor hard-working 

Lundon Common Counsilmen! you may hutter such delishus words, 

and cheer ’em to the Ecco, as you did on Tuesday arternoon, but 

they will never be anything more reel to you than recklecshuns of a 

fairy dream ! 

At the end of the 2 hours of not werry hinteresting tork, xcept 
when one onerabel Counsellor called another onerable Counsellor a 
Trayter! Lord Priwrose Roseperry was elected Chairman in 
plaice of the other almost unanimusly, and went and took his seat in 
the Lord Mare’s onered chair. And then came the treat of the 

| arternoon, and that was the new Chairman’s speech, which I most 
| respectly calls a reel staggerer. In the fust plaice he sed as he had 
never spent two more uncumferal hours, for , had all bin a tork- 

| ing about him all that time, and he wasn’t alowd to say a word. He 
| then estonished us all, Counsellors, and Common en, and 
| Waiters, and all by declaring that he quite agreed with the few 
| gentlemen as had woted against him that, neether by traning, or 
| capasity, or xperiens, was he at all fit for the plaice! Of course 

| naterally thort as he was about to give it up but he didn’t, but 


— 


men, who is also a old Common Counse ept ing the new 
Chairman as ‘‘My Lord Mare,” at which they all larfed, but I’ve 
werry little dowt but that my Lord Primrose ERRY wished as 
it was true. Who nose but that the singler mistake may be the 
| ferst thing to pat the hambishus idear into his Lordship’s honnerd hed. 
Sum great Feelosofer has remarked that you can form sum- 
think like a ecurrect idea of the amount of branes in a Publick 
Assembly, by the preportion of ball deds among ’em, as it is the 
ciel ot, te boame as ae 4 off the hare. Judging the New 
ounsellors by standpoint I shood say as they compares werry 
uniaverably with the Ouse of Commons where the habeonee of haze 
remar 
| ,. The Counsel broke up about 7 a clock, and most on ’em drove away 
direckly ether in their own private Carridges or Cabs. But a con- 
siderable number lingered about jest as if they thort as the 


ces 








Old Copperashun might posserbly ask em to dinner, and it woodn't 
have bin at all a bad idear for the new Fust Commoner to have 
inwited ’em to a nice snug little dinner at the Gildhall Ta 
There ’s nothink like a hinterchange of wishes over a glass or 
two of old wine to smooth away di ces and make thi 

ae y plessant, and it must naterally have caused jest a e 
eeling of gelosy to arise in the buzzums of at any rate sum of the 
New } to think that they was leaving the old Home of 
Ospitality without so much as a stirru mea *em on their long 
weary to Bethnal Green or nsey. BERT. 





THE NAGS’ TALE. 


A REPRESENTATIVE gathering of London horses has just taken 
place (in response to an urgent “ whip”) to consider the 
streets, and to support the action of 


Light ond Leading. honour they had done him. 
He supposed every horse nt understood the object of the meeting. 
(Cries of ‘‘ Yes, yes!”") He believed a gathering recently taken 
place in the City, at which some very sensible opinions were expressed 
as to the execrable state of the London pavements. Gove.) After 


all, men could not know so much about that sort of thing as horses 
themselves. Men laid the pavements, and horses used them. It was the 
horses that slipped—the men only whipped. (Laughter, and cheers.) 
He would now invite suggestions from any horse present. (Cheers.) 

A Cab Horse, whose name failed to reach the reporters, in a lively 
and humorous speech, described the awful condition of asphalte when 
greasy. The wood pavement was little better. What was wanted 
was “5 when muddy, and this scouring could take place at night. 
(Cheers.) If that were done, and gravel strewn in slippery weather, 
they would have very little to complain of. (Genera cheering. 

A Brewer's Dray Horse hoped his presumption—(‘* No, no /’)—in 
rising to address such an aristocratic assembly of horses would be 
pardoned. He knew he was called clumsy, but then he was very 
strong. (Cheers.) What he could not understand was, why the 
Authorities insisted on -¢- wood or asphalte at the bottoms of hills 
just where a horse’s re ia began. (Cheers.) He woul 

rather sacrifice his oats any day than have to go up Ludgate Hill 
ina sy thaw. (Sympathetic cheering.) 

A Spirited Roan oaid he noticed that the City people were going to 
form themselves into a Standing Com- 
mittee to watch the state of the roads. 
The Horses who had to use the roads 
ng a foes, Committee. ( Laughter.) 

e t it was very appropriate 
that the Authorities to a to about 
the slimy nature of pavements 
should be the Commissioners of Sewers. 
(More ener) 

A Piebald remarked that he should ™*-; 
like to say a few words about shoes, ; , 
which he feared werea necessity of what A Turn for the Turf (a sketch by 
was called civilisation. He had recently Horse-lie). 

toe i 





- 


occypied the Chair for about two hours, and, allowing for what we're | had shoe-maker- 
accustomed to in ares, did it creddibly. How the old| The Chair-Horse, interposing, remarked that he thought the 
sperrit bubbles up in a true man ! One of the new mon Counsel- | must keep off the subject of si ; to which the Pie repli 


that the difficulty was to keep them on. eee 2 
A Bus Horse said that what he chiefly complai 
too heavy a load behind him. To ex 
brous machine uphill and down dale, with an average of twenty 
passengers constantly in it or on it, was sheer cruelty, (Cheers.) 
hacia Bus Horse said in the Company to which he belonged, the 
horses were well treated. (Oh!) He meant what he said. He 
would never condescend to draw what was a “ Pirate,” 
belonging to some need | jobber, who could not afford to treat 
his animals properly. 1 heers, and ‘‘ Question !"’) \ 

A vote of thanks to the gentlemen who had taken in the City 
meeting being proposed, the Chair-Horse requested present to 
ignify their assent in the usual manner, by aang ep their hoofs. 
"The Vote being carried without a single neigh, the audience then 


ter.) 
ned of was having 
two horses to drag a cum- 





grand | dispersed to their respective stables. 
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HARDLY CONSISTENT. 


Brown (to Smith). “Uen! Tuere coms Jones, As USUAL, WITH A CROWD OF ADORING DvUCHESSES HANGING ON HIS LIPs, AND 
GROVELLING AT His Feet, AND FOLLOWING HIM ALL OVER THE Room! How DISGUSTING IT Is TO SEE A MAN oF GENIUS TOADYING 


THE ARISTOCRACY LIKE THAT!” 








“A FLOURISH OF TRUMPETS!” 


Sovunp an alarm, ye brazen trumpets, sound, 
And call the brave, the eager brave, around! 

Of an old lay the latest of new versions. 
Twang! Tootletoot! List to the fourfold bray! 
How mighty heralds multiply to-day, 

And how increase alarums and excursions. 


Time was when trumpets twain sufficed to rally 

Two rival hosts. They twangled musically, 
Competing horns in well-set antiphone. 

But now four-square to the four winds they blow 

Conflicting blasts, loud, gentle, fast, and slow, 
Cacophonous and querulous of tone. 


The Jewish ram’s-horns blew in unison 
Round Jericho, but this strange four find fun 
In harshly hurtling forth discordant shindy. 
One wonders much what stable party-wall 
Will be the first to totter and to fall 
At this sonorous summons wild and windy. 


The public tympanum has long been strained 
By vigorous reveil/és that have rained 
All the recess in ceaseless charivari 
From brazen lips and loudly-braying throats, 
Till sense has wished the noodles and their notes, 
With other nuisances, at—well, Old Harry. 
sugles and penny-trumpets silence now 
Before the rousing right official row 
Of the four heralds in their motley tabards. 
Now hurrying hotly up, the rival hosts 
Will tumble with loud tumult to their posts, 


Maces will lift, and swords will fly from scabbards. 


Tan-ta-ra!' Tory Surru, that herald sleek, 
Sounds an advance that is not wild or weak ; 
So think at least the troops that heed its summons. 





Toot-toot ! That seems a friendly echo on 
The brazen bass of Herald Hartineron, 
Big-lipped, the steadiest twangler in the Commons, 


Hark! Tirra-lirra! Surely that is not 
The silver clarion of Sir Lancetor ; 

’Tis strident, strong, a blast to fret and frighten. 
See, see, the Grand Old Trumpeter, with lips 
Full-puffed, and nervous tremulous finger-tips, 

Is blowing stoutly, like a Grand Old Triton. 


No want of wind! Some hold there ’s overmuch, 
And that the ancient stately truth of touch, 

Famed in old tourney days, has now diminished ; 
But blow he can, like Boreas, and will blow 
Until the tourney’s issue ail men know, 

Or the old Herald’s fiery course is finished. 


And in his rear what blast is that which blown 
Appears to blend and mingle with his own ? 

The harp upon the tabard ’scutcheoned only ! 
Yes, ’tis the new Hibernian Herald, he, 
Whose tirra-lirra has so little glee, 

Who, fixed amongst the four, yet looks so lonely. 


Blow! Blow! Alarums and Excursions soon 
Will follow. ’Tis a more than doubtful boon, 
This innovation of the Fourfold Flourish. 
Blow! Blow! But, Heralds all, remember pray 
Your business is not al/ brazen bray 
Wisdom on wind alone you cannot nourish. 








Scarcety Frrest Cnor.—Count Hersert Brsmarce, to judge from 
his demeanour towards ambassadors and others with whom he ' 
brought in contact, exhibits himself in the character of a chip of 
old block. A chip that (if rumour is to be believed) has recently 

en cut. 





. ' 
Tue Most Conscrextiovs ALDERMAN.— Miss Cons, of course: 
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WHAT 's THE OTHER SIDE?” 
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A DISTINCTION WITH A DIFFERENCE. 


Sportsman (just landing’. “‘ You arr!” 








VERY CIVIL LAW. 

In the course of the prosecution of Patrick Morzoyr for perjury 
a witness of the name ot DeLanxy was examined, and informed the 
Court that he was ‘‘ a convict undergoing penal servitude for life,’ 
for having conspi to murder Mr. Justice Lawson. A little later 
Mr. Caartes Matrnews, the most courteous of Counsel, had 
oecasion to recall this misguided and luckless individual, when the 
following dialogue is reported :— 

“ Mr. Marrnews : I think, Detangy, you wish to make a correction in 
your evidence. You said on Friday that you had not seen the prisoner from 
the year 1882 until you saw him in the dock here, when you gave evidence. 
Is that so? Witness: No. I saw him in Holloway Prison. 

“ Where you are at present detained ?>—Yes.’ 

‘‘ Where you are at present detained ” is delightful, and suggests 
reflections of the pleasantest character. Why should we not be 
= with our prisoners ? all, ess is a relic of bar- 

rism. We have it on the authority of Ovrp that the polish of 
social life ‘* Emollit mores, nec sinit esse feros,” and surely the 
Bench and the Bar should lay the lesson to heart. Instead of the 
usual painful conclusion to the more serious trials at the Central 
Criminal Court, which commences with ‘‘ Prisoner at the Bar,” and 
ends with ‘* mercy on your soul,” why should we not have something 
like the following ?— 

Scene—The Old Bailey. 
The Audience are awaiting the delivery of the Sentence. 

Judge (assuming his black cap). Mr. WituiaM Srxes, will you 
favour me by kindly standing at that Bar for a few moments—I will 
not inconvenience you for many seconds. Thank you. I must ask 
your pardon for wearing my hat while you remain uncovered, but 
the fact is this Court is terribly draughty, and I find that even my 
wig is not a sufficient protection against the chance of my sage 
sudden chill. Coughs and colds are so very prevalent at this incle- 
ment season of the year. Hem! I am sure we are very much 
obliged to you for giving us so little trouble. Thanks to you, the 
evidence upon which the jury have founded the verdict they have 
just delivered is of the clearest possible character, and they have had 
no difficulty consequently in arriving at a just conclusion. I am 
sure that you will wish to join with me and the Lorp Maror who 








| 





sits on my right in offering them our sincerest recognition of their 
valuable services. I will not weary you with the details of a matter 
in which you have taken a prominent part, and with which, there- 
fore, you are equally conversant as myself. It is my rm however, — 
a duty which is at once a pain and yet a pleasure,—to inform you that 
the law requires certain formalities to be observed which I am con- 
vinced will meet with your entire approbation. On leaving the par- 
ticular portion of the Court which has been with your presence 
on this most interesting occasion, you will be invited to return to 
the apartments you have recently occupied. You wiil find that my 
worthy friend, the Sheriff, has studied your comfort by providing a 
handsome carsings and pair for your convenience, It is heartily at 
our service, and I hope you will have a p t drive. A little 
later, the Sheriff will call upon you and submit other arrangements 
in contemplation, for your consideration. I have no doubt evecare 
thing will be entirely to your satisfaction, and—you will pardon the 
innocent pleasantry—that enough ae will be given to you. We 
must not be too strict with persons like yourself, accustomed to have 
their own way. In conclusion, believe me, you have my earnest 
desire for your future happiness. I must now reluctantly say adieu, 
as we both have e ments that require immediate attention— 
moreover, I am unwilling to trespass further upon your goodnature. 
I have the honour to wish you a pleasant afternoon. 
‘ orn [ Raises sco? bows, os eed 
Surely this wou an improvement upon present painfully 
disagrecable formula, Perhaps Mr. Justice Hawkins (who has not 
unfrequently taken a part in p ngs somew to those 
to which we have referred) might like to inaugurate the new 
régime? His Lordship is never wanting in me even now. 
Were he to advance in the direction we have indicated, we feel sure 
that, in a very short time, it would be a genuine pleasure for all of 
us to upon his every word. 








Chess 80! 
(Dr. Krxo, Bishop of Ltxcoun, is about to be tried for ritualistic practices.) 
Wat, going to try the great Bishop of Liuycoun ? 
A terrible thing ee layman to think on. 
Their game?’ Oh! it’s not an unusual thing, 
A Bishop to move to give check to a Kuve. 
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SO VERY LIKELY! 


SHA. I TAKE CARE OF YOUR LITTLE Dawe WHILES You RE A SHopprn’, Miss?” 








DOWN SOUTH. 


Villa Rouge-gagne, Monte Carlo, Feb. 14. 

Cer et Cano Monsicnore Poscuto, 

Herne at 9°30 a.m., having just finished my early chocolate and my 
fragrant cigaretto per esser felice—the adjective reminds me of what Mrs. 
tamsporHamM said when, after telling her nephew not to smoke in the dining- 
room, she found him with what he called ‘“‘a fragrant weed” in his mouth, so 
that, as she said, ‘‘I caught him in fragrante delicto”—but this quite “en 
parson,” as the waiter said when he saw his white tie reflected in a looking- 
glass—here I am, sitting out amid the orange and lemon trees, feeling myself 
making part of a Burne-Jones picture, in summerish attire, under a sunshade, 
looking out on to the blue Mediterranean, down on to the hot and dusty road to 
Nice, and up at the saffron-coloured tiles and the pale white-and-yellow walls of 
the Citadel of Monaco. It is too hot to walk much—except, presently, down 
hill, as far as the terrace of the Casino—so I prefer to bask beneath the pleasant 
verandah while I read the day before yesterday’s Times, which recounts how 
London is in difficulties, as usual, with the snow, how the sun has shone fitfully, 
for a few minutes at a time, during the day, and, in a general way, how y 
the weather is everywhere but here. 

On Monday we had our share of wind, for there was what Mrs. Ram terms 
“*a Minstrel,” which raised blinding clouds of dust, and one minute you were 
hot, and the next you were cold, the whole entertainment “‘ presenting,” as the 
dear old lady above-mentioned says, “‘ a complete illustration of one of ALLSop’s 
Fables about the Sun, the Wind, and the Traveller.” But to-day life is worth 
living,—and it would be still more so if one could look back without regret to 
the result of last night’s roulette, when I lost quite fifteen francs, or could 
anticipate with certainty the successful issue of planking down the maximum on 
a elaghe number,—and, at the present moment, life would be perfectly a, 
if two dirty raffish-looking troubadours, with a couple of quien, not 
invaded the gardens, and commenced a serenade. Where are the police? 
Where is the army of Monaco? They don’t expect police, but they do expect 
“coppers.” And J shan’t be happy till they get them. Their style and manner 
reminds me of the Derby Day, and of the itinerant musicians whom one sees 





outside public-houses in London, pursuing their calling 
or rather, their bawli I fancy under the influence 
of a Franco- Italian ay J I am ropping into poetry, 
“It’s the fine weather brings them out,” says our cop. 
fidential waiter at the Hétel Windsor, ** Comme les oiseauz 


au —s ” which is small compliment to the birds, 
verybouy in this wonderf ino ! ’ 
I imagine, must be neglecting their rrofessional duties 
“to serve tables.” Some excellent people would like 
» see each cea aoe ** tabula ra where's 
e special particular harm, any more, that is, than 
in » - g, Stoc xe 8 la- 
i pp playing, Stock Exchange specu 
tion, or any o form o ing ? 


em f 
Perhaps all gambling is bad,—I don’t say it isn’t, and 
1 cortaint y am far from saying it is,—but why is this 
particular form of it at Monte Carlo to be denounced as 
so utterly monstrous ? 

a y,” says some one to me, “‘ notice the faces round | 
the tables! Look at the people! Did you ever see such | 
aset? Look at the women, re themen! The Demon | 
of Play has seized them all! It is a Pandemonium!” 

“* Quite so,” I reply, ‘‘ and by the way I observe several | 
distinguished En dich’ Stateemen and bighly reepectahie| 
English ladies in that crowd—and—and—as the red hasn't | 
turned up for the last four times, I shall put on /es quatre 
premiers, and on red—excuse me.” nd turning to 
apologise to my companion for interrupting his flow of 
moral conversation, I find I am addressing myself tos | 
perfect stranger, and that my virtuous friend has con- | 
trived to get a seat, and has his money on in four differ- | 
ent places. The Mediterranean is blue, the oranges and 
lemons are yellow, the sun shines brightly, the air is 
exhilarating— health hefore everything by all means. But 
at Monte lo—as in Denmark where there was some- | 
thing rotten in the state tempore Hamiletto—* the play's | 
the thing”—il n’y a que ca—rien ne va plus—and 91) 
finish my brief correspondence just to let you know where 
I am. ell, [am on the four first, the middle 
and red. I sign myself me truly, singing— 

** Monte Carto 1s My Name!” 

P.S.—I have returned from the Casino. Yes. The| 

bling ought to be stopped. The weather is chilly. 
will have the fire lighted. Such a fire! Only wood—| 
no coals. Bah! Wig cums here for health and chang | 
of climate? Isn’t good honest snow and muck in Eng 
and no sun, better osing 500 es in three- | 
quarters of an hour? And to think that if I had only put | 
on the quatre derniers, instead of the quatre premiers (as | 
did), I might have won something fabulous. I shall send | 
for my bill. Where’s a cheap restaurant? Shall I have| 
one turn more at the tables? Well, just one. To-night. | 

P.S. No. 2.—Lovely night! Beautiful moon! Stars 
magnificent! Such an atmosphere! Who would stop in 
England, and, above all, in smoky London, if they could 
only get out here? Let me see; I’ll just empty out my 
pockets—750 francs; that leaves me 250 to the 
After all, there’s no harm in gambling; merely pour 
— le temps. And then the place is so healthy! 

Thy, one can be up till two in the morning, and take 

anything and everything, and smoke any amount, with- 
out feeling the effect. The air is so exhilarating. Shall 
stay here a few days more. Shall I play again? that is| 
the question. At present I am inclined to say, Monsieur, 
faites votre jeu! J’y suis! I send you this as a sort of 
diary just to show you what good the climate here is doing 
to Yours truly, M. C. 











Those Happy Japs! 
(Mem. by a Parliamentary Cynic.) 


Anp so, without riot or revolution, 

Japan has got a brand-new Constitution, 

The which, according to quidnune and quacker, 
Was the one lack in the great land of lacquer. 
From the Mikado’s rule to true M.P.-dom 

Is a long stride in the great March of Freedom. 
Our western pogrom is more slow and breezy. 
Those Japanese do take it Japaneasy ! 

They’ve taught in Art (though some that as an error 


rate) ; 
Next they will teach us how to job and perorate - 











“4 Borr rrom THe Brve.”—Ranning away from the 
Policeman. 
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House of Commons, Wednesday.— New Session opens to-morrow ; |/7 
| old one seems to have closed only yesterday. Time coming when //% 
| we shall refuse to make two bites at cherry, and, meeting on Ist | | 
| of January, shall adjourn on Christmas Eve, as we did last year. 
Found Orp Moraurry here taking last glance round before battle 
begins. Looks plump and pleasant. Has laid in new stock of copy- 
book headings, a few culled from foreign languages. ; 
“A little more flowery some of them,” he said, affecticnately 
urning over leaves of stout note-book, ** but I fancy they ’ll fit in.’ 
“ Heard you were not coming back,” I said. “* that you 
Were going a step higher to consort with the Barons o Hagieet. 
“Well, if you listen attentively you may hear a good of me 
that is not actually consonant with truth. Never was any founda- 
tion for this particular fable. Shall never the Commons until 
ey wear me out.” 
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Pca & + 4 this. Onp Morariry tes A Ley aay as Dust. + , =f - 6d 3 
oque LADS : m . y . 
ee, en ee SS Meeting oF THE GDS. | 








Business done.— Going to begin. 
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WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
SIXTH EVENING. 


Hear what the Moon told Mr. Punch :—‘‘1 knew an Ant some time ago. 
He belonged to the class of worker Ants, though he had been too much disturbed 
in his mind of late to attend to his duties. Often of a night, when I was at my 
full, and all the other ants in the hill were —_— a 
busily engaged in their various labours, ae 
he would come to the entrance of the . 
ant-hill, and gaze up at me with sorrowful, 
hard, bright eyes. Pregueatie the other Ants 
would follow, and endeavour, by striking him 
with their antenna, to recall him to the work _ 
he was born to perform—but he heeded them 
not. He complained bitterly that the whole 
universe was in league against him. Many a § 
time has he reproached me for what he called - 
my ‘ cold and passionless serenity’—and yet I 
could not help it,” the Moon said, plaintively, G 
** and I was really sorry for him. For a long 
time I did not know the reason for his unhap- 3 
piness—I thought it was what in Germany is 
called ‘ Welt-schmerz,’ or despair over problems 
in life which his intelligence was powerless to —— 
solve. This is not uncommon among the more thoughtful Ants, and is a very 
sad thing to witness, because there is no certain cure for it. 

** However, it was worse even than this, as I learnt a few nights ago. It was 
not to me, after all, that he confided his sad secret, though I happened to be 
shining when he unburdened himself to a Soldier Ant who was on sentinel duty 
at the gates. They conversed, of course, by touching one another with their 
antenna, but I understood them quite well. From what passed, it ap 
that this unhappy Ant was indeed to be pitied. He was suffering, as he said 
himself, from the pangs of hopeless love, an attachment for one so far removed 
from him in station that any return was impossible. The Sentinel was a rough 
old warrior, and I thought he might have shown more sympathy. Females, such 
was his opinion, were not worth so much fuss being made over them; he recom- 
mended the other to ‘ be an Ant,’ and forget his infatuation, but this, the Civilian 
Ant declared, was out of the question while he lived. Then, gathering courage, 
he disclosed who it was that was the object of his passion; and I myself grew 
pale as I heard, for I could not have imagined such audacity. When I have 
told you, it will be your turn to be shocked. You may even disbelieve it, 
though it is quite true—the object of this misguided lover’s attachment was no 
less a personage than the Queen of the Ant-hill herself! With antennae that 
were quivering with emotion, he described how he had first beheld her, sitting in 
the State Apartment, surrounded by pupe and eggs, and how he had never been 
the same Ant since. Yes,” said the Moon, thoughtfully, ‘‘I have seen many 
lovers in my time, some of whom were in much the same position. I have seen 
Antony at the feet of Creorarra, I have heard the lutes of Rizzo and of 
CHASTELARD—but that poor, humble, labouring Ant showed a passion more really 
voleanic than any I had ever witnessed before. He absolutely rolled in the dust, 
and bit his hind legs in the agony he suffered, though the Sentinel remained un- 
moved by it all, and, as soon as the hapless lover had grown calmer, summoned 
the guard, and informed them of his monstrous presumption. Next I saw that 
they marched back through the gates into the Ant-hill with the labourer Ant 
between them—a prisoner. The whole affair must have been kept very secret,” 
coneluded the Moon, ‘‘ for, up to the present time, I have not seen a word about 
it in any of your papers. Yet I should like to know his fate, for I have not 
been so interested in anything I have seen for a very long time.” 


IN THE “SUNNY SOUTH.” 
(Notes from the Travel Diary of Toby, M.P.) 


Ow bleak Bayonne 


Drifting to Lourdes ; 
No sunlight shone. 


By fog immured. 


At Arcachon 
Re-rained upon. 


And at Bordeaux 
A gale did blow. 
My box I pack, 

And hurry back, 


Never to roam 
Again from Home. 


At Biarritz 
Wild hailstorm-tits. 


At Jean de Luz 
Fur coats we use. 


A peep at Spain 


Blinded with rain. 


At crested Pau 
Shut in by snow. 








Tus Curse of Koshiu, by the Hon. Lewis Wuverretp. Curse-o’-Koshoo! 
Sounds like a sneeze, doesn’t it? But, anyway, this is not a book to be sneezed 


at. It is an original story, treated in an o manner, which is mighty 
refreshing in these days, when most novelists run in the same groove. It isa 
thrilling romance, written in Japan, with real Japanese sensation, properties and 
noenery painted on the spot. It is a genuine Japanese story, which is not, to an 
untravelled chap, an easy task to write—a capital bit of Japanese lacquer, which 
should not lack a Jarge number of readers. 





THE IMPROMPTU ARMAMENT. 
A Lay of the Gunless Fleet, 


“Tt has been circumstantially stated, that at least 15 great 
war-ships are useless for purposes of defence or attack, because 
they are without guns.” — Universal Review. 


** Ir’s as fine a fleet as you'd put to sea, 

If you come to measure by steam and tons ; 
But you see, my Lord, it’s no use to me, 

If it ain’t got none of them blessed guns!” 


It was a rough old Admiral who ape, 
And then a muffled oath or two he swore. 

The First Lord smiled. He recognised the joke.— 
The French in force were threatening the Nore. 


For war had on a sudden been declared, 
And things had gone,—well, just a little wrong. 
In fact Whitehall had not been quite 5 
Although on paper they had come it strong. 


The Channel somehow had been deftly cleared : 
And now the sole force left, the foe to meet, 

Was, as the evening papers truly ‘‘ feared,” 
These fifteen vessels of the Gunless Fleet! 


And so the First Lord thought it out a bit. 
** Look here,” he cried, ** Don’t fear. We'll see you | 


. through, ; 
You ’Il have your ships all right and trim and fit ; 
And this is all, you know, you’ll have to do. 


“4 a the Horse aan pe ~— guns you ‘II find; | 
ey mayn’t, perhaps, prove quite the proper sort— 
But take ’em. Then a third I we in my mind, 
At Margate, by the flagstaff on the Fort. 


“*On Ramsgate pier you ’ll find a couple more. 
If of their size you ’re going to complai 
Well, goto Mr. Harris. He’sa store, 
And p’raps might lend you some from Drury Lane. 


‘*Tf you want more, there ’s some cracked thirty-twos 
They ’ll let you have, at Portsmouth, I’ll be bound. 
So, though if not quite up to modern views, 
Your fleet in guns won't be half badly found! 


‘* So set about your work without delay! ” 
The Admiral responded, ‘‘ Yes, my Lord!” 

And gloomily went on his darkened way, 
And, in low spirits, got his guns on board. 


They had but one a-piece. He shook his head 
As he, in tears, surveyed the sorry sight : 

And then he called his Captains, and he said,— 
**D’you know, I think, we didn’t ought to fight. 


‘* But here’s my orders sealed.” He looked them o’er, 
Then shook his head again. ‘‘ It’s all no go!” 

He cried—*‘ we’ ve got to stop ’em at the Nore! 
So follow, Mates ; I’m off to meet the foe!” 


Then they set sail. They hadn’t far to run 

Before they met the foe, and did their worst,— 
Which wasn’t much, for every British 

That day, soon as they fired it, straightway burst. 


And so the Frenchmen triumphed down the line, 
Sank half the fleet, and took the rest in tow; 

Sailed up the Thames, crushed Woolwich by a fine, 
And with a shot or two laid Greenwich low. 


And when the 7imes came out next day and moaned 
In long leaders o’er the “‘ base defeat,” 

And let the First Lord have it hot, and groaned 

At his shortcomings with his ‘* Gunless Fleet ;” 

Until it stirred the mob, who then and there, 
Determined jobbery should have its fall, 

Dragged the First Lord from his official chair, 
And lynched him on a lamp-post in Whitehall. 


Rough justice, p’raps—but still it served its turn ; 
For to the Board the revelation came, 

That this new lesson they might have to learn, — 
That public trust was not a party game! 

And since that day each First Lord has relied, 
The chances of invasion to prevent, 

On ships with proper ordnance supplied— 
And not on an “ Impromptu Armament !” 





——_ 
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OLD HIGHLAND 
WHISKY. 


Pet dot. Per 
7 years, Very Fine, 483, 
, 0 Extra Fine, 60s. 28s. 
15 , For invalids, 72s, 34s. 
i " 95 , Finest Liqueur,120s, ... 
REL BROS., COBBETT & SON 


(LIMITED), 
910 & 211, PICCADILLY; 
18 & 19, PALL MALL. 
risky Bonded Stores, Inverness, N.B. 
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PRIZE MEDAL, DUBLIN EXHIBITION, 1865. 
SAT TITCHFIELD STREBT, LONDON, W. 


ARLTON 


HIGHLAND MALT 


WHISKEY. 


ELEVEN YEARS OLD. 
LD MADAL, CALCUTTA BRAIMRITION, tom 
“ the Gall ; G04. the Dox 
, Cita Once. 


CKD, MATHEWS & C0., 
ad 25, Hart $t., Bloomsbury, W.C., 


LATE OF ALBANY ST., NW. 
fai: fr Indla—CUTLER, PALMER, & 60. 
=e eee Smee will be sent t free 
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WE DIAMOND MARK. 


10 SECURE THE BEST 

UNGARIAN APERIENT WATER, 
DEMAND THE 

DIAMOND MARK, 


Od insist ‘ upon receiving 


DARIAN APERIENT | WATER 
SOLD BY THE 
bpollinaris Co. Limited, 
LONDON. 


‘at & Mineral Water Déaleve. 


BEST AND 


NEAVE’S FOO 


CHEAPEST. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S STEEL PENS 


FOR A note 
aun T THE Ag ACED, 














THE BEAUTY OF THE SKIN ENHANCED BY 





POUDRE D’ AMOUR 


(Prepared by Prcaap Faunce. ee 
A Toilet Powder combining ev: 
Hygienic and Cosmetic, for beautify ng and po wl 
pe the Skin. It will te equally welcomed 2 F#] 
oa ® most natural fraicheur 
com 
Gent.emen wit ~ ons it most soothing and pleasant 
for uve after sh 
In three tinte; "Blanche for fair skins, Naturelle 
for darker complexions, and Rachel for use by 
ay light. 
Ky Post, free from observation, is. 34. 
Te be had of rm Wairdressers, Chemists, &c. 
Wholesale : & OVSNDES & Sous, 
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Leaves the mouth in a state 
of delicious and durable 


Ol, Parra Sracer, Lonvos, Ws 
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IVORY 


REAL GERMAN HOLLOW 
ALL DEALERS OR DIRECT 


MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


TABLE KNIVES. 
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Pocket Handkerchiefs, 


Gamgieenne? Price Lists,post- free. 
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Hot MINERAL SPRINGS OF BATE. 


Daily yield 507,600 at a temperature of 


"te 
Raths founded at path by the Romans in the First 
Century. The waters are well koown as being most 
valuable in cases of Kheumatiom, Gout, Skin 
Affections. The Co: poration of Fath have recently 
enia ged and perfected the Baths at creat exp nse, 
In the words e. one of the grea'est Hygier be 





Phys cians, Tae BS ARE THE HoeT COMPLETE Im 
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LEA & PERRINS’ SAUCE. 


comsequence of imitations of 
LEA & PERRIN®S S8aUca. 
which are calculated to deceive the Public 
Lea & Penains beg to draw attention to the fact that 
each bottle of the Original and Genuine 


WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE 
bears their eignature. thus — 
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138 DIGBETH, BIRMINGHAM 


. 

*.* Bold Wholesale by the Poegetea. ¥ orcester 
Chosss & —ae London , and Export Viimes 
nerally 
Retail by Dealers in Tonces throughout the World 
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British Depot. 4, Holborn Viaduct. London, B.C 


HOWARD 


BEDFORD 
HARROWS. 


FOR DELICATE CHILDREN. 


SQUIRE'S 


CHEMICAL 
FOOD. 


A PHOSPHATIC FOOD. 
Is Bottles, 2s., 3s. 64,, and Gs. each of Chemists, 
Or by Parcel Post free direct from 


SQUIRE & SONS, 


Hea Maseery's Cueusr 


OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 


DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. 


For ACIDITY of rae STOMACH, HEARTHU UN, 
MEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
180, BOND STREET, and all Chemists. 
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The GOLD MEDAL 
of the 
International Health 
Exhibition, London, 
has been awarded for 
this Food; 
and it is recommended 
by the LANCET 
and the 





entire Medical _ Press. 
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DINNER AND SUPPER DAINTIES. 
CLEVER RECIPES ARE GIVEN AWAY 
With Every Packet of Biap’s Ovstazp Powprs. 


BIRD’S 
CUSTARD 
POWDER 


This admirable Substitute for Eggs is 
most enjoyable with all kinds of Tinned 
and Preserved Fruits, and provides an 
endless variety of Choice Dishes. 

“I heartily recommend it. Eggs may disagree with 
the Invalii. This vill not.” 

Gorpow Stastes, C.M., M.D., BLN 

Sold Everywhere, in 64. Boges sufficient 

for 3 Pints; 1s. Boxes for 7 Pints 


PASTRY & SWEETS” GRATIS. This valuable tele work, 
Hints aed 
Ta wil 
on spplication to ALFxED @ Sons. 


Ten &&F Hanbury? 
Castor Oil 


Tasteless. Pure. Active, 
Sold everywhere at 6d., 1), VO & 3/. 


** Salt Regal is a grateful cup at all times. 
Refreshing — Agreeable — Recuperative - 
Health-giving — Health-preserving — Quite 
distinct from all other Saline Preparations. 
An entirely New Saline.” 


Protected by E.M. Over Fifty Patents, 
Royal ASE Registrations, ard 
Letters Patent. Trade Marks. 


SALT REGAL 


THE NEW ANTISEPTIC EFFERVESCING SALINE 


Instantly destroys impurities in the 
system, and fortifies the body against the 
attacks of disease. 

SALT REGAL ie not a copy of or an imitation of acy previously 
sisting Saline preperation, but an entirely new vention 
n which inciples hitherto unknown to science have been 
applied in formation of a perfect paline. SALT REGAL will 
cleanse the Mouth, Throat, and Stomach at one operation 
dispersing Sick Headache like a charm, and speedily eradicating 
} iatulenece, everishness, Acidity, and all Kindred troubies 
imparting to the system « vigorous tore of exhilaration. No 
depressing influences attend its use. BALT REGAL changes to 

_ colour during effervescence, and develops an antiseptic, 
the possessing a distinct ind viduelity. Messrs. FRITZ & CO 

| pay handsomely for sati.factory evidence of infringement of 
either their Patents or Trade Marks. SALT KEGAL is not only 
» delightful drink for the hot weather, but for all seasons, all 
mes, all the year round. In bottles hermetically sealed, Ss. 64... 
{ all Chemists and Medicine Vi ndors throughout the W orid 


Patentees and Scle Proprietors, FRITZ & CO., 
SALT RECAL WORKS, FLEET STREET, LIVERPOOL. 


Lewpor Derér: 2, LIME STREPT, BC. 
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s PERFECTED” 


COD-LIVER Oll 


“ Is as nearly tasteless as Cod Liver Oil can be.” 
“ No nauseous eructations follow after it is swallowed.” 
Medical Pres 


It can be borne and digested by the 
delicate; is the ONLY Oil which does 
": and for these reasons, the 4 
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